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“Oi! sal 




lere -d^o^think yer goin?!” Ina’s mum called 
out to her hunying daughter, turning away from the 
smoking skillet on which she was busily scrambling 
eggs. “Work. Unlike Troy, I’m not unemployed, mum.” 
she replied, shooting a glare at her mum’s new 
boyfriend, who’d made himself comfy at the breakfast 


table. “What? Without breakfast? ” he asked, 




o 


feigning 

concern once he’d finished licking his plate cleanyrf 
bacon grease. “Yup. I’ve had my share of munfsjjutet 


eggs, thank you very much!” she retorted, ajhhsting the 
worn out leather handbag (which had belonged to her 
late beloved dad) that held her notepad, before hurrying 
out, eliciting a glare from h£*Chaum. “I think yer 
brother’s a bad influence^g her.’WsWOteard the 
loathsome Troy exclaim behind JfciJt r back, obviously 


with his mouth full secon d help ing of eggs. She 


C\ 


4r 






I V'cotH 


paid no attention to his comments, quickly hopping 
onto her bicycle and pedalling to her workplace- her 
uncle Jack’s spacious apartment cum tfie^^keshift 
headquarters of the local rock magazine- The Ratfyig 


<3 


Jack. 


m’lady.” he wKs 


V 


whispered, 




“Yer assignment for the d<Wxi 
tilting the brim of his hat^Efectionately before handing 
her a glossy poster of iiafither clad rock star with ruffly 
hair and eyes linhd with jet black eye make up. He 
watched as hisYnpce’s face lit up on seeing the poster. 
“Born ip-J% small Ctown of Kirkcudbright in 1970, 
rocking out since the 90’s, massive fan following, 
pissed on the Wallace Monument in an inebriated state, 
arhed the moniker Kilted Klepto when he attempted to 
shoplift prescription drugs in a kilt, even served time 
for it...” the knowledgeable rock journo rambled on, 
as she was tasked with the assignment of interviewing 
the Scottish Fetish. “Spoken like a true fan girl! ” her 
uncle/boss, Jack teased. “Uncle, I can’t thank you 
enough! I’ve been waiting for a long time to meet hit^W*' 
You’ve no idea how...How long I’ve idolized this 
man....nay, this legend...” she began to sfty^mer, 
excitedly. “I know, kiddo. I’ve set up a meeting with 
his manager, Mick. He’s a kind soul, that man.” her 
uncle explained. “Of course, he’s a kind soul. He’s 
the bloody Scottish Fetish, fooeryin-ou%]pbd! ” she 
interrupted. “I meant, Mick is a kmfisQul. Yer Scottish 
Fetish on the other hand, he’s not so Welcoming. In fact, 
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he’s a hot mess an’ Mick’s the glue that’s keepinNirji 
from falling apart completely.” he revealed, before 
handing her Mick’s visiting card. “Now, oKop-chop, off 
ya go! An’ be a dear an’ try not to pick up any o’ his 
filthy language while yer there, kay? Or yer mum’ll h ave 
my head, eh? ” he requested, sending the jittery 

young girl off. ov 
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“Right, then. C’mon in.” the harrowed, middle-aged 
man with long, messy greying hair named Michael 
s. ACrowe AKA Mick welcomed her at the door of the large 




tour bus. She got out her notepad, as they entered the 
bus, lit only by sunlight streaming in through its 
windows and stinking of cigarettes and alcohol. 
“Mick?! Oi, ya ol crow! Where are ya?! ” a voice 
called out, from a dimly lit corner of the bus. She put 


o 


on her glasses to get a clearer view of her dirty, crummy 


surroundings. She’d just got them the week^g^ore and 
absolutely loathed wearing them as thmf messed with 
the posh attitude that she put on. She preferred to 
rather walk/cycle into walls (like she’d done numerous 


times before). They finally found him satxdunded by 


a flock of pretty groupies. “He’s ctfoogJng groupies. 


Mick whispered to a curious Ina as they watched him 


A° 
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slump into his expensive looking leather throne c 
and watched as his choosing eyes wandered from one 
anxious girl to the next. His eyes resteeTonylha who 
fidgeted about with her glasses. She was taken aback as 
he exclaimed- “Ya there, bespectacled groupie , c’mere! 
The rest o’ ya girls, piss off!” She watched as the 
grumbling groupies push^3)past herfrntlely on the way 
out. “H...Hey!” she stuttered, hef~&ye5sTrailing from his 
leather pants to his bare ch^shas the handsome man 
stood up from his chaikimd approached her. “Ya get 



to live out yer wiM^SkSmtasies, lass.” he whispered 
charmingly, running a finger across a starstruck Ina’s 
li^NlYa kn^v), that sounds great...” she whispered 
dreamily, shuddering at his touch and succumbing to 
his charm. “Ahem! She’s not a groupie, sir. In fact, 
she’s a rock journo. Ere to interview ya.” Mick 
interrupted. The rock star staggered back, to her 
disappointment. “Yer a journalist?!” he asked, 
surprisingly amused by the revelation. She nodded. 
“Her? Seriously? What’s the interview 
for? Storytime magazine ? Look at er, she’sjjar mo 
young, Mick. Looks amateur to me. ” hd.r^pcked, 
bursting into insulting laughter. “That didn’t stop ya 
from almost shaggin er.” Mick muJJ^ed, remindingly. 
“Oi, I heard that! Relax, lass, I’m definitely not a 
paedophile! Mick’s just famMjfertaking cheap shots 
at me.” the offended rock star defended himself and 
assured Ina, before .shooing Mick away unsuccessfully. 
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ietore snoomg Mick t 
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“Well, I’m just starting out at The Roftitg 
Jack magazine.” she decided to change the subject and 
introduce herself properly, handing hi»Cone of her 
uncle’s home printed visiting cards. “Oh, dear 
Lord! Oh...Wow! That’s a real magazine, eh? ” he 
exclaimed, suppressing his lau^iter and widening his 
eyes at the sight of the genuine visjtfn^al'd that she’d 
procured as proof. He finally agrd? 

eW Cj' 

rted. Pit 


do an interview, 


on Mick’s insisttmfce 


“Alright, thenfSs^s get started. Pity yer not a groupie 
though. The fun we’d have....” he muttered, saucily. She 
felt tingly (and ako ajDit uncomfortable) as he stared at 
her from beMn!ti the bar onboard his bus, before taking 
. a sWig from his bottle of vodka. “Care for a Harvey 
Wallbanger? I like to think I concocted this delicious 
drink! ” he boasted with a grin, emptying the rest of the 
contents of the bottle into a highball glass filled with 
orange juice and ice, before swaggering towards her 
with the concoction and handing it to her. “I’ll pass.” 
she declined politely, averting her eyes from his b^e 
chest which was so close to her face that she felt her 
cheeks turn beet red. “Why? Still not o’ drinkin age? 
” he asked, mockingly. “No! ” the new adult replied, 
feeling insulted. “In fact, I’m eighte£q\A)T a hatSl ”\he 
continued proudly, before snatching the drink fr^m him 
and taking a sip. The first tffl^drinker spattered and 

1: sgust atfhe taste of alcohol. 


scrunched up her face in disgust at the 
“Well, try not to vomitTT.or pass out, 



for that matter.’' 
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he muttered, rolling his eyes at her inability to mild 
her drink, before proceeding to take a large sip from his 
drink. 
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halfway through the interview, noticing the magazine 
lying on the floor next to the pile of David Bowie and 
Oueen albums. He grunted in reply, nicking* at the 
strings of his electric guitar. “Wow! They make a cute 
couple, eh? She’s lucky to be married to yikh a 
handsome bloke! An’ he’s a billionaire too! ” she 
exclaimed in awe and jealousy, picking it up to examine 
the cover photo of th e Utlebrtfyyouple of the year 
2008- Thomas and, Sylvia Fletcher. “Oi! Quit touching 
my stuff! ” heS«£pped all of a sudden, putting aside 
his guitar before snatching the magazine from her hand 
and tossing it away. “S...sorry.” she stuttered 
apologetically, taken aback by his outburst. “Now, are 
ya done with yer interview? Jotted down the names 
o’ all the monuments I pissed on, about the booze- 






up I had with Bon Jovi? ” he asked, impatiently. “Yup. 
I’ve got a ton o’ material. The fans are gonna eat this 
up! ” she replied, proudly. “Good. Now, get out! ” he 
ordered. “But...I’ve still got to ask ya how ya began 
yer musical journey? Who inspired ya? Ya must’ve had 


a muse. 


she began to ask. “Bugger off! Come 


back 

tomorrow or somethin. I’ve got far more important 
things to do. I’m meetin someone.” he revealed, 
showing her the door. “Is it Bon Jovi? ” she prodded 
further. He shot her an irate look. “Alright^alright...I’m 
leavin. No need to shoot dagg^Wtmek” she muttered, 

hxtt the door behind her, 


leaving with a frown, 
before proceeding 


r\ 




;ding to ] 


) pick up 

"c# 


fallen magazine. 
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“Why’d ya have to go an’ marry im, Sylvie? 
sorrowful rock star whispered, sighing as he ran a finger 
over gorgeous Sylvia Fletcher’s glossy photo. “She left 
early, didn’t she? ” he heard Mick’s ehqhirine voice 
behind him. “Who? ” he asked, absent-mindecHy. “The 
journalist. I heard ya snap. What’d she do? ” Mick 
asked. “She started askin me personal jt|uestions.” he 
replied. “An’ ya withck^r into yer shell again, did ya? 
” Mick guessed. “Speakin o’ shells, we’ve got leftover 
taco shells in tftfc^reezer/Any beans left o’er? ” he tried 

y J A 

to changeAshe subject, wu’ve gotta talk to someone 
about this.” his concerned manager suggested. “I don’t 
need help. I’m not a loon, ya crow. Now, if you’ll excuse 
me:.. I need a smoke.” he excused himself through 
gritted teeth, letting the magazine drop to the floor 
before reaching into his back pocket to pull out a pack 
of cigarettes. “Not sayin ya are a loon...or barmy or 
completely mental, for that matter...” Mick began to 
explain, but instead ended up hurling insults at him. 
“Where’re ya goin with this, crow?” the impatient rock 
star interrupted, lighting the cigarette in his mouth. 
“Just that, yer still heartbroken an’ not er yet.” 
he finally came to the point. “If yer nqt gopfcra have a 
smoke with me, ya can bugger of£T 


... K 


came the order 
from the agitated rock star. Mick sighed^-sl^aking his 
head in exasperation as he exited thevayi, leaving 
behind the lonely rock star wrfo slimfipe^lDack onto his 
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throne chair and turned his attention back to 
beloved guitar, smoking and strumming away. 
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Later thatOb 


eveni 


:\ fevtening, at the Fletchers’ posh 

apartment: 

Thomas Fletcher admired his reflection in the mirror 
as he prepared to leave for another one of his important 
conferences. “Ya know, this suit is really befitting for 
the man you’ve become.” Sylvia whispered broodingly, 
as she stood behind him, brushing a speck of dust off 
the shoulder of his blue blazer and adjusting the collar 
of his white shirt. She’d picked the suit for him as a 
birthday gift. Of course, he’d been out of town on his 
special day and she’d gifted it to him three days later. 
“What a weird thing to say.” he muttered, deciding to 
ignore her compliment. “Ya know what? I think the gray 
blazer’ll suit me better.” he ^Miy'declared, scrunching 
up his face as he took of the blue blazer, without giving 
it a second thought....or considering his wife’s reaction. 
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“Ya mean, the gray one which yer secretary Rita 
ya?! I can’t believe...” she began to protest, glaring at 
him. “Oh! Don’t start now! It’s my choice....An’ I’m 
really late for my meeting, kay?! ” he snapped, before 
pulling the gray blazer out from the closet and hurriedly 
putting it on. She began to open her mouth to give 
him a piece of her mind, but Rseki alreM^Mt. A tearful 
Sylvia tossed the blue blazer asidtTmfrustration, before 

slumping on the^slll of the window overlooking the 

V S'- 

park. The bt^s w&§ Still parked there. She heaved a sigh 


D 


of relief^mjeeing it ara^ stood up. She made her way to 
the ptkyoiJmd hurriedly applied a fresh coat of make up 


and put on He) stilettos. She waved off security, lying 
yj Y 

to the bodyguards that she was going out for air and 
v V’aecided to head for the tour bus. 
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He’d put on his favorite Led Zeppelin tee now and was 


duMng off his rock albums and listening to Hendrix like 
.lie did every evening, when he heard voices outside the 
bus. “Hey, Mick! I need to see im. Is he in? ” he smiled 
on hearing her ask. “Oh....yer back again, eh? Yea, he’s 
in. Ya know, ya really need to see someone else about 
whatever’s up with yer marriage...like a counselor.” he 

i caiH 


frowned on hearing his nosy manager reply. “Who salfr*^ 


she 


anything was wrong with my marriage Zi, 
snapped. “Oi! Don’t mind im. C’mon in! ” he invited 

f&f 


her, pushing the door open and shooting daggers at 
Mick . “Luke, it’s so good to see ya againlw^jhe 
exclaimed, stepping in as he ctesfed the door behind 
them. “We’ve got till midnigbhMe’ll ba.oik.Jate tonight 
too.” she whispered seductively, wrapping her arms 
around the rock star. She didnkltoakte time, pressing 


rw w 
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against him as they kissed passionately. He caressecrkigr 
hair with one hand and unzipped her designer dress 
with the other, while she pulled off his tee anfc^ossed it 
on the floor. They continued to make out^ they made 
their way into his bedroom aboard the bus, slamming 
the door behind them. 
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Be home in 10. Hope dinner’s ready. Am famished! - The 
text from her husband read. She slipped out of the 
asleep rock star’s cuddlesome embrace. He stirred, but 
didn’t wake up. She scurried about for her clothes, 
putting them on hurriedly and almost tripping on her 
stilettos as she hurried back to her apartment, hoping 




not to be noticed by her bodyguards who tended to grow 
suspicious whenever she returned home late. 

******** v 

He woke up, rolling over to the empty srafce beside 
him, frowning as he noticed her absence. ‘(Morning! ” a 


5? 
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V 


blaring, female voice greeted, taking him by surprise. 
The drowsy rock star turned around, tangling in the 
sheets as he did, caught unaj^rVas fangirVina clicked a 
pic on her phone! “That’s a keeper! fn^olled his eyes 
on hearing her mutter, watchinsfarei grin spread across 
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the bright-eyed girl’s face as she stared at the pnht3£ 
screen “Aww...geez! Who leterin?! ” he grumbled, 
staring accusingly at Mick who stood befdna^r at the 
doorway. “Sorry. She barged in.” he apologized. “My 
mind might be fuzzy from all the drugs I take....but, 
remind me....isn’t that why ye\gpe? To keep maniacs 
like er from barging in?! ” HeVsked Mtck, Sarcastically. 
The offended managelQeft Ihe room, mumbling cusses 
under his breath. “Oi! Don’t b^ mrd on poor Mickey! 

” she scolded. “Why’re ya ere, anyway?” he asked, 
grumpily. “Ya asked me to come back tomorrow or 
som^hj^, JemeJ^e^ , ” she reminded, attempting to 
ay-care tone in his voice. “So...shall 
she asked purringly, pulling 


mimic the devil-ma’ 
r e begin the interview? 


out her notepad as she settled onto the bed, quite close 
to him. “Ya do realize...I’m not fully clothed right 
now...Right? ” the uncomfortable rock star asked, 
covering himself up with the sheets. “Yup! I’ve got a 
pretty good pic o’ ya to remind me! ” she replied 
cheekily, waving the phone in front of his face. “Gimifie 
that! ” he cried out angrily, snatching away the-phohe, 
before tossing it aside. The flimsy, cheap-lookijig phone 
broke into two halves as it hit the wqjl. “O^ps! ” he 
muttered, mockingly. Mick, whpTi just brought 
his coffee (which was really a mixture of instant coffee 
and bourbon, his usual morning drink)4:sk-tsked at the 
doorway on seeing the remains of thepione. “I never 
caught yer name.” the Scottish Fetish asked. “Ina 


r&- Y#’ 
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Parker.” she replied with a wide grin, surprisingly\oi 
bothered by the loss of the phone. “Right...Ina/Do me a 
favor, wontcha, Ina? Get out! ” he ordered^ growlingly. 
“Not really a morning person, is he? ” the unfazed girl 
whispered to Mick who led her out. 
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‘^iOae'sure to compensate ya for yer phone, young 
la ay.” an apologetic Mick offered. “Don’t bother! It 

vV'W' 


C 


asn’t mine anyway. I don’t have one. I borrowed it 
from Troy.” the carefree girl revealed, hopping off the 
bus. “Right... Well, whoever this Troy is, I’ll compensate 
im as well.” Mick offered kindly, following her off the 
bus. “Troy’s this unemployed jerk who prides imself on 
being my step dad....though he’s only my mum’s latest 
boyfriend....An’ I’m absolutely sure that he’s noL^ntent 
on marrying er.” she rambled on, as Mteklistened 
intently. “Hope I don’t have to wait long. It’k hot out 
ere! ” she exclaimed, deciding to cbch^ the toj^yas 
she bravely leant against the side of the heated bus 
and fanned herself with the J50tepad. “Ull sail im.” Mick 
declared, hurrying back inside to wake pJ5n up. 

“Next time, try not to knock o’er the shelf housi 

r9v~ Wb 
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housin yer 
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precious vinyl collection during yer shenanigans with 


Mrs. Fletcher, please. Me back’s sore just ffdm liftin 
the heavy thing! ” Mick complained, handing the bare 
chested rock star a shirt as he lazily^oHed out of bed 

. “What a coincidence! My back^ore too.ctozk)’ an 

entirely different reason thousbj) ” he joked with a 
saucy grin, putting on th^)shirt bpf not bothering to 

le defended his 


but no 

button up. “What? Iffc-hpt out/dTtsJyTi' 
choice, as the blu&wig journalist couldn’t help staring 
at his bare che^as he stepped out of the bus. Hullo, 
Mr. Sex-on-a-stick', she thought to herself and giggled 
at hef^Wlittl^avckname for him. “Sweltering Scottish 
summer! ” hOnuttered, shielding his eyes against the 
blinding sunlight. “Ooh! That sounds like a brilliant 
name for my next heavy metal album, eh, Mick? Write 
that down, wontcha? ” he exclaimed, grinning proudly 
as if he’d discovered something great! “I love spending 
time indoors during hot days like these....if ya know 


what I mean! ” he continued, before winking saucily. 
“D’you ever tire o’ double entendres? ” Mick askdd, 
rolling his eyes at him. “I dunno...D’you ever tirejT kr 


ow 
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” the cheeky rock star enquired jokingly, letting out a 


his saucy talk. 


childlike laugh, as he elicited another ev®-roll from his 
uncomfortable manager who didn’tj&eWi amused by all 
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‘^Avhat’d y^Vanna know? ” he asked, inviting her in. 


“I.>uh...actually, yer fans would like to know about yer 
k v'personal life.” she replied. “My fans, eh? Ya really think 


C 


ya can coax out my life story by lying? ” he scoffed. 
“Fine! I’d like to know yer life story, kay?! About yer 
life before ya hit it big. About the sacrifices ya had to 
make. Why d’you insist on keeping it such a secret, 
anyway? Even if it’s a dark past....I mean, our readers 
love that stuff an’ yer fans are gonna lap this upjSca 
know? ” she prodded. “Stay the bloody IfeH outta 
my personal life! ” he snapped, taking her Aback. An 
awkward silence followed. “I...I’m sorry. It’s just, 'my 
uncle’s under a great deal o’ stres^ The magazine isn’t 
doin well, he’s facin comp^fioen from those big 


tabloids with their juicy s%^rieS an’ stuff, ya know? It’s 
’> to pry....But, I didn’t m< 

Ax* Cr 
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apologized. “It’s ok. I’m just not comfortable with talkin 
about my past, about the sacrifices I had to make, about 
the people whose hearts I broke tfuz o’ these 
sacrifices....” he opened up, stoppingSonly on reqlikipg 
he’d said too much. “Just ask me anything else, kay? 
” he pleaded, choking back \g^rs. “I’m afraid yer 
interview’s gonna have to wait. He’s busy all day, 
autograph signings an’ whatnot. ” Mick interrupted, 
showing her the.dfoor. “But, if^she protested, in vain, 
as the overprot&sJyve manager slammed the door in her 
face. SheAmlked b^£k to her workplace dejectedly. 
“What was thaW&h, crow? Ya know I’m free all day. The 
autograph si^nlngsare in the evening. I think yer gettin 
oo ol for this job, Mick! ” he corrected, sounding like 
smart aleck and surprised by his manager’s behavior 
towards the young journalist. “Sorry, I had to turn er 
away. But, we can’t have er around, askin ya all these 
personal questions, opening up ol wounds....not during 
The Highlands Tour anyway. This is yer comeback tour 
an’ we can’t have anythin or anyone ruin that. I 


remember the last time some nosy reporter tried To 
force ya to open up an’ ya lost it during the American 
Tour. Ya broke his nose an’ were still so rattled that ya 
had a nervous breakdown onstage. Can’t have a repeat 
o’ that. I know ya still feel bad about leaving er behind, 
breaking off yer engageme«(f}jW'to .pursue' stardom, 
but you’ve gotta move on, mate. Like she did. That was 
10 years ago.” a concerned Mick suggested . ” Just leave 
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me alone, crow....or you’ll pay with yer nose” the 
scowling rock star muttered through clenched teeth, 
taking a swig of his coffee, before threateningly 
readying his fist to swing at Mick, but fortunately 
changing his mind and unclenching it later. “An^fer yer 
information, I don’t feel bad fHQpk leavi^g^r behind. 
I feel horrible! ” he confessed in at guilty tone, still 
through clenched teeth, before waving Mick away, so 
he could be by hhf\sW and drown his sorrows in booze. 
Mick knew aDb^t* his coping technique, but he was 
helpless against it and he thought it best to leave 
him t©Aj)rinking himself to sleep and feeling sorry for 
himself was the only coping technique that the troubled 
ock star felt comfortable with. Mick returned later that 
evening to find the drunk rock star still fast asleep, 
face down and drooling over the bedspread. He tsk- 
tsked as he picked up the photos of him and Sylvia 
during happier times which were strewn all over the 
floor of his bedroom and placed them back into the 


photo album, before placing it back in its hiding pla^ 
behind the heap of Eagles albums on the recorcLshelf. 


With an exasperated sigh, he quickly cojfecfc^d the 
empty liquor bottles and dropped them into the bin 


under the kitchen sink, before proceeding to "bh£ 
blender to concoct a hangover cure for the hungover 

he de 


rock star. Once he was dontfpWecidedVt^hake him 
awake, so they wouldn’^Aehate^|or3t*e autograph 
signings that night. 


S>'o' 


«> 




-O v o5? 







& 






“psally, lass, a n jonna gimme a heart attack, I swear! 
Yep's’possed to be bringin in the hot news....diggin up 


his secrets. I mean, look at the stuff that’s bein printed 
in the tabloids. It’s gold! An’ ya know where ya find 
such gold? Yer s’possed to dig deep, yer s’possed to 
take risks an’ yer s’possed to rummage through and 
air that dirty laundry, ya hear?! All ya bring in is all 
this ol news! ” her disappointed uncle reprimanded her, 
tossing her notepad frustratingly on the desk. “Uncle, 
what d’you expect me to do? He’s really uncomfortable 
about discussing his past.” she replied, calmly placing 
her treasured notepad back in her bag. “Follow im 
around. Annoy im into submissie*^Ni/Vhy’re ya e^en still 
ere? ” he asked, impatiently. “What d’you hjean? Where 


should I be? ” a clueless Ina asked. “Xpiis autograph 


signings, of course! I thought ya were a bloody fangirl! 
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a wicked grin. 


********* 


You’ve gotta start takin this job seriously, lass! <s 
scolded. “Right, yes. I almost forgot about th^)’ she 
exclaimed nervously, embarrassed as she'dSf^rgotten 
such an important eve nt. “Well, go on then! Before ^ob 
o’er there beats ya to it!” he ordered. “No! Not that 
competitive cockroach! ” sha \£igd out (Ir^matically, 
realizing that her rival Rd^rlSSmith had already made 
it to the elevator with his notepad and was flashing her 

" n ^cS>° 

Meanwhile at the autograph signings at a bustling 
amphitheatre: 

His face lit up on seeing her beautiful face among the 
. crowd of crazy fans. He left halfway through the event, 
\ ’-^paying no attention to Mick’s frustrated cries. “I’m so 
happy to see ya! Ya won’t believe the amount o’ flashers 
ere! My arms are weary just from signing chests! ” he 
complained, taking her in his arms and twirling her 
around romantically, far from prying eyes in a quiet 
corner of the venue. “Not too weary, I hope! ’’ she 
whispered, smiling seductively as she wrapped her anas 
around his neck. Ooh...ya naughty girl! ” he'^pased, 
before he began to suck on her neck. She moaned with 
pleasure at the feel of his soft lips. “Not ere.” she 
exclaimed, snapping back to reality on noticing the 
presence of paparazzi. “Yer\nght. I.know 1 just the 
place. Allonsy, m’lady!_ exclaimed, pulling her 

T " •"«*>• “ - 
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French word I taught ya back in high school 
impressed Sylvia exclaimed, as the couple hired a cab 
deciding to check into a hotel for some privacy * 
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‘^nr^ete! <^B..>no...Am I late?! ” 




she exclaimed, 

skidding to a stop, glad that Bob hadn’t shown up yet, 
\ V'but also dejected by the half empty look of the venue. 
“No, yer not. He left abruptly. I had a hard time keeping 
his frenzied fans under control. It’s all er fault.” Mick 
complained, moving past the empty stage, stepping 
over crushed beer cans and strewn placards proclaiming 
their love for the rock legend as he headed for the exit. 
“Whose fault? ” a confused Ina asked, fo 11 owing.h^hihd'l 
“He drops everythin when she comes alopgkwith her 
gorgeous face an’ her sweet talk. He’& still head o’er 


o 


heels in love with er.” he continugdjbQ putter. “With 


whom, Mick?! ” she asked, desperate for a story. “That’s 
it! I’m done covering for im andmandliikg his unruly 
fans!” he declared. “Couldjusj^lfell me what’s the 
matter already?! 


^shrpried out,\ impatiently. “He’s 
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sleepin with Sylvia Fletcher! ” he let the cat out of 
the bag. “The Sylvia Fletcher?! ” she asked, shocked 
by the revelation of the extramarital affairAls there 

mana£ 


any other? Anyway, I quit.” the fed up manager replied, 
tossing away his ID badge. “WaitJ^ljere’re ya g&in?! I 

: wall 


need more information! ” she-o^aded, as tayalked out 
of the venue. “Why donte^ aSlTinvyerself? I heard em 
ask the cab driver to drive em to the Silverado hotel.” he 


revealed, before Vcinlshing into the darkness. 
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She arrived at th&cheap, dingy hotel which looked like 
it’d been built especially for rich men and their 
\^'mistresses! Fortunately, the uninterested looking chap 
at the reservation desk had dozed off. She quickly 


scanned the log book. “Gotcha! Mr. and Mrs. Luke 
McDonald! ” she exclaimed as her gaze rested on the 
name of the couple who’d checked in last, reading out 


the name they’d used to check in and rememberingw 
to be his birth name. She knocked on the door of room 


r of rc 
o put 


420, hoping to get enough meaty material to 'i^pt the 
tabloids outta business. “Must be room service.” she 
heard him make a guess. “Smoldering! ” a blushing Ina 
exclaimed, as the sweaty rock stalls bare qhest greeted 
her, as he appeared at thetffcjStway in a towel. 
“What’re ya do in ere?! Are ya followin me?! ” the 
panting rock star asked, taken aback by her presence. 

C ^ -ctp? 
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“So, what’s goin on between ya an’ Mrs. Fletcher? ” she 
asked. She squealed as he painfully squeezed her cheeks 
and pinned her against the wall in reply/A ^echless 
Ina widened her eyes, staring at him^jmmtfully. “Now, 

I dunno how ya found out....but, you’d bettenVram 
before I call the coppers on yaJ\J}e threatened, baring 
his teeth at her. “Luke, who is it? ” Sylvia asked, 
appearing at the doo&iay on hearing the commotion, 
clad in a bath rbtte my god! Yer gonna kill the 
poor girl! What’re yci doin?! ” she cried out in horror,her 
bath roh^jjappinehebind her, as she rushed towards 
them and pulled the furious rock star off Ina, who’d 
turned pale ^j)h "fright. “Who is she? ” she asked him, 
staHng at Ina who was leaning against the torn 
wallpaper to catch her breath. “A bloody rock 

journalist! She was just gonna leave.An’ she’ll keep 

er trap shut about us, won’t she?” he replied, before 
shooting her a threatening glare that meant she was not 
to let anyone know about his secret rendezvous with 
Mrs. Fletcher. “I’ve so many questions to ask. Sirfc^T 
when has this been goin on? Does Mr. Fletchepjuiaw? 
Silly o’ me to ask. Of course, he doesn’t, obtffpu^ly! ” a 
stubborn Ina rambled on, clutching onmher notepad. 
In response, a quiet Sylvia decided h^mvite her in. Lbke 
seemed reluctant, but finally qgrqed on policing that 
the other guests had gathered^iKhe hallwayon hearing 
the commotion. “An’ it s hould remain that way, kay? ” 
Sylvia interrupted their questiohirV guest, pulling her 
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inside and slamming the door behind them. “ButSsJ’ 
Ina began, feeling the dirty laundry slip outta reach as it 
began to withdraw into the drawer ofsexudTsecrets from 
whence it’d come! “We’re doomed! She’s a snitch. They 
all are! ” he paced the room, biting on his nails as he 
cursed the media. “Please try\ 2 /imderstand. if Tom 
finds out, the consequence^ could bfemisastrous. He’ll 
probably send his murderous goons after us! ” she 
pleaded. “What?! Murderous '^bt5ns?! How come ya 

npvpr mpntinnpd thnsp hpfnrp?! ” hp P’asnpd takpn 




never mentioned those before?! ” he gasped, taken 
aback by^er revelation. “That sounds bad....” Ina 


whispered, frightfully. “Of course, it’s bad, ya idiotic 


: 


girl! Aww, geefeivcan’t believe I’m beggin...But, I beg 
o’ ya not to print this in yer soddin magazine! ” a 


■nervous Luke requested, feigning politeness in order 
to persuade her (though his gruff voice slipped out of 
the polite voice that he’d put on!) “Fine! ” she finally 
promised, defeated by her crush’s pleading puppy eyes. 
“I could’ve become Journalist o’ the year.. .But, not at the 
cost o’ havin yer blood on my hands! ” she confessed, 
dejectedly. “A rather dark girl, isn’t she? ” Sylvia 
whispered to him, spooked out by Ina’s dark comment. 
“Really? I think she’s rather charming^” he remarked 
sarcastically, before turning his attention back to' , bhe 


journalist, moving menacingly towards She) took a 


step back in fright. “I’m co^finfc-<)n ya tWkeep this a 
secret.Now, piss off! ” the steering rock star growled 
in his signature style, before ujnlOTking the door and 
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pushing her out into the hallway, slamming the chs^ 
behind her. “Ya owe me, ya know?! ” she retorted, 
before leaving the dingy hotel with her blank'^otepad. 
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“Well done, my boy! We’ve already sold more copies 


X7 V 

than that bloody tabloid, The Scottish Mirror. ” a 
g .'beaming Jack exclaimed, proudly patting his new 




favorite, Bob, on the back. Everyone applauded at that. 
Everyone, except a jealous Ina who fumed! “An’ ya 
madam? What’ve ya got for us today, lass? Oh! I 
see....Empty handed again! ” uncle Jack rebuked his 
niece, while Bob put on a wicked grin. “Bob’s struck 
gold with this story about this mysterious woman 
in The Scottish Fetish’s life.” Uncle Jack praised. “Ya 
mean, a mysterious groupie? ” Ina corrected, trying to 
keep his secret under wraps. “According to his manager, 
who by the way quit last night, she’s someone fflom his 
past, an old lover. He wouldn’rsay who Naghgh...even 
after all my prodding^ ” a 0tagg^fBoB explained. ” 
Apparently, they were seen canoodling...in public! 
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Though, no-one caught a glimpse o’ this mysterious 
woman’s face. Bob, I want ya to find out who she is. ” 
uncle Jack greedily demanded for more foda^ for his 




beloved magazine. “I’ll do it, uncle! GimmJTa chanfo to 
redeem myself an’ yer magazine. ...please! I promise I’ll 
find out everythin about er.” sh^pleaded, afraid about 
losing her job and also ab^St her rivafl fending out about 
the respected Mrs. Fletcher’s affair with a shameless 
rock star and then revealing it to the world. She pleaded 
with those famed puppy eyes that she knew her dear 
uncle found hard to resist! “Fine. An’ how d’you intend 
on doin that, eh? ” her defeated uncle asked, finally 
agreeing. “Sifrfole. He’ll be goin off on tour soon. I’ll 
just go with im as someone who he confides in the 
\V'most.’’ she explained her plan. “Who? ” a confused 
uncle jack asked. “As his manager, of course! I just need 
a fake badge an’ someone to talk my mum into lettin 
me go! ” his smart niece replied. “Uhm....Makin a fake 
badge is child’s play. It’s talkin to yer mum that scares 
me! Ere’s hopin she doesn’t bite me head off! ” ^ 
gulped. She flashed a wicked grin of her own at Bbb, 
who’d already begun to think of doing a lil iutffestygation 
on his own. 
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She found him leaning against the doorway of the bus, 
checking his phone. For once, he was wearing clothes 
(An unbuttoned Hawaiian shirt over a David Bowie 
print tee and ripped jeans) in her presence. Wow! He’s 
got quite a fashion sense! she thought to herself with an 
amused grin, watching as the frowny faced rock star’s 
eyes scanned the phone screen. “What’re ya doin ere? 
” he asked, finally noticing her. “Nice to see ya too. 
I’m yer new manager.” a chirpy Ina replied, with a Big 
smile to turn his frown upside down. “Hov^dyya know 
I need a new manager?” he asked, raising an eyebrow 
at her. “Well, Mick sorta told me last night that he 
was done for good! ” she replied, truthfully. “Well 
that’s bloody brilliant! He 1 " 


o 


aheadVatf tells 

complete stranger about his decisio^^ore me! That 
idn’t evemb&ther to che^kSvith me about it. 
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He just up an’ left. Sent me a text this mornin. Says he’s 
gonna be managin some boy band that’s just won X- 
Factor or somethin! ” he muttered, hidirfg his sorrow 
over losing Mick under a mask of anger. \Y?T don’t have 
to worry. I may not have much experience managin, 
but I’m quick on my feet. Ya can rely on me! ” she 
assured, pitying him and ^^mg he’d let her be his new 
manager. Finally, after a lotta thought (and after she 
flashed him her realistic looldn^badge), he agreed. “Ya 
do have a licera^mough, right? Yer s’possed to drive 




me around too.” hg (oaSued. “I just got it last week. 
Though, I never knew one o’ the job requirements o’ a 
lOled drivin the tour bus.” she exclaimed. 


manager me 


“Well, it isn’t a job requii 
s. Vuon’t have a bus driver! ” 1 


requirement. Mick drove since I 
he revealed, before inviting 
her into the bus. “Why dontcha have a bus driver? ” 
she asked, curiously. “He quit...too.” he replied, before 
calmly pouring himself a drink. “May I ask why? ” she 
continued to enquire. “I ticked im off.” he replied, 


before embarking on a quest for ice cubes. “WhatM ya 
do? ” she asked. “Slept with one o’ the groupiss.’Nie 
recounted boastfully, while raiding the mkti ipuge . 
“So? ” a confused Ina asked. “She turned out to be his 
wife! How was I s’possed to know, eh?!” he defended 
his actions shamelessly, as he tossed a cauple of ice 
cubes into his scotch. “Ya c<0tmue to-aswaimd me! Ya 
know, Mick told me ya were^he&d o’ei[hq^ls in love with 
Mrs. Fletcher. But, how am I s’possed to believe that 
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when yer shaggin all these groupies in er absence? ’’she 
condemned his actions. “Lemme tell ya a secret, lass. 


D 


I fool around with the groupies, mostlxT 

iff, 




body 


stuff, ya know? The lower body stuff, the whole 
package...that’s reserved for Sylvie, the love o’ tny life, 
probably the only woman 1 I’ll make love to.” he 


an 


defended his actions, whil^oming up with a sound way 
to explain the difference between how he treated his 
groupies and Mrs.'AFletcher. flithe was awkward silence 


for a while, as Ina tried to digest his explanation. “I 




dunno how ya did it, but ya managed to charm and 
disgustAjaemt tjmsiame time! ” a disgusted Ina finally 
sgpl^up, while ire flashed her a devilish grin. 
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“As yer first task as manager, ya can make me a cup o’ 
cof] fee.” he ordered. Already having been briefed about 


the ingredients that went into his special coffee, she 
grabbed a bottle of vodka off the bar and hurried into 
the kitchen. When she returned, she noticed him 
engrossed in reading the front page of a tabloid. She 
set the cup on the table beside him. “Ya can dust off 
those Grammies if yer done. ” he ordered, gesturing 
at the shelf, before turning his attention back^o\he 
tabloid. She began to move towards the shhjf behind 


o 


him, stealing a glance over his shoulder athtne front 
page which read-A winter wonderland for Mrs. 
Fletcher. She opened the curtains^owly to let in some 
light and couldn’t help staring out at the Fletchers’ 
place across the street with its white snow covered 
lawns and equally %nowy roof. artificial snow had 


rally snowy root. 1 
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started to melt away, but the snow machines atopXIae 
roof were doing their job- showering everything with 
snowflakes. Mr. Fletcher had boasted to rejjor^s about 
creating this makeshift winter wonderlaftd overnight 
after his beloved wife complained about the heat. 
“Could ya shut those curtaiq^piease? I can’t stand that 
snowy eyesore! ” she h^lrd the grumpy rock star 
complain. “It’s a symboiUo’ love./Tmmk it’s sweet.” Ina, 
who’d been in awe of the rich romantic’s gesture, 
replied, refusing to shi^ the c urtains. “Hogwash! He’s 


just doin that for mllukity! A real romantic would take 


his wife off to Sw^^land...probably romance her atop 
those snow-capped mountains....brush off the 


those snow-capped mountains....brush off the 

snowflakes off her hair.cover her with a jacket if she 

got too cold an’ carry er inside an’ maybe make love 
in the glow of the fireplace o’ their lil log cabin at the 
foot o’ the Swiss alps....” he began to ramble like a true 
romantic, getting lost in his own poetic words an’ not 
realizing that his coffee was gettin cold. She listened in 
awe. “....Ya know... .not this! This artificial snow....it 
not what a woman like er deserves.” he muttered^hefore 
lighting a cigarette. “Oh.. .my.. .God! I kne^rt! ” she 
exclaimed with a grin, as if she’d uncovered a great 


exclaimed with a grin, as if she’d uncover^er a great 
secret. “Knew what? ” he asked, his voice muffled by 
the lit cigarette in his mouth and his eyeb^^) raised 
at her in confusion. “Ya hav^ifttory witmeiV dontcha? 
With Mrs. Fletcher? I’ve seen the^y.ya looked at er 


at the hotel. Not 


. Fletcher? I’ve seen the way ' 
el. Not in that lustful manner 


that ya usually 
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reserve for yer groupies....But a lovestruck look, likesya 
were pinin for er or somethin, ya know? ” she- deduced. 
‘I’m right...aren’t I? Ya were lovers, weren’t^? Could 


just bum a cig? I feel like I deserve it.” sheeted, 
beaming with pride, before she reached out for his pack 
of cigarettes. “Oi! Hands off! Yer uncle squeezed his fat 
arse in ere yesterday. Wan<eH me I’dbe'tter not let any o’ 
my vices rub off on ya or yer munf^ould have my neck!” 
he revealed, piling her hand aside. “Withholdin 
information an’ ciggies? Gosh ! Yer no fun at all! ” she 


complained ,with a (ifown. “Anyway...as part o’ my 
managerial duties,’ I’m s’possed to remind ya that yer 
s’possed to p^Borm at a fundraiser tonight....so, I’ll see 
ya....an’ maybe we’ll talk about ya an’ Mrs. Fletcher? ” 
she finally decided, preparing to get out her notepad in 
case he changed his mind about opening up about his 
past. “Just close the curtains an’ leave.” he muttered, 
continuing to smoke. 
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A YouTube element has been excluded from this 
version of the text. You can view it online here: 
https://thescottishfetish.pressbooks.com/?p=63 
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She returned that evening to a smoky bus. Battling a 


& 


coughing fit, she made her way to the couch where he 
was sprawled face down and high as a kite. Worryingly, 
she turned him on his back and helped him up. “What’d 
ya smoke?” she asked, as she sat next to the unsteady 
rock star. “Uhhh....I dunno!, somethin I found 
under the couch. In my^bfSnse, I wa$ 'searchin for 
Valium. Gives me a kie^, ya know? ” he confessed, 
before letting gdt a childish sn icker. “Ohh...by the 
waaay...we’re owph Valium. Mind runnin to the 
pharmacy^n’ buyin faeTsome more? ” he asked, before 




he rubbed his glassy eyes. “Without a prescription? ” 
she reminded. Wmo needs a prescription? ” he scoffed. 
“Cmion. We’ve got a fundraiser to get to. We’re already 


runnin late.” she reminded, losing no time in getting 
behind the wheel. She had a hard time getting him 
outta the bus though, when they finally reached the 
venue- a huge mansion with a lawn thronged by 
champagne chugging, fancy dressed people. He stayed 
in the bus, sitting on his throne chair while playing the 
intro to American Woman on his guitar and hurmmng'to 
himself. “I don’t like playin for the posh taskers. They 


Y ^ 


don’t appreciate my music.” he complained. YWell, the 


moneybag who’s throwin this partyAs a huge fan o’ 


rock an’ roll.” she revealed. “Have ya neyarUie^rfa the 
sayin- All rich men lie?” he asked mockingly, before 
returning to his beloved giiitkr. “Ya just have to play 
for em. Maybe they^F^even ditNi their caviar an’ 
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for em. Maybe tl 


their caviar an’ 
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champagne an’ hit the dance floor this time, ehA3£a 
never know! ” she insisted, trying to make him look at 


the possibility of a silver lining. Rich men camt dance 
either....but I’ll do it for the champagne! ” hew|mafly 
agreed. p\) r O^ 

***""* .qO O 

He stared around the empty dance floor. The guests 
were busy laughing haughtily as, fftey sipped on Cristal, 


guffawed, complMented each other on their Gucci bags 

_J A_* _1___ _ C ^ _ _! J _ 1 J _ 


and ArmanLsufS^ but 


f them paid any heed to 


him as he played ballads and his hit songs with a bored 
look onW'face. The only reason he hadn’t tossed aside 


GJjisty 
\\-moor. 
va to i 


his guitar and made a scene onstage was because of 
his^oung manager, who egged him on from the dance 


floor. “That was a great performance! I think it’s time 
ya took a break though.” she finally decided, seeing as 
the uninterested guests were getting on his nerves. “I’ll 
hit the bar then! ” he exclaimed, adjusting his guitar 
strap and losing no time in hurrying over to the bar. •\T 


Sure enough, he was soon drunk as a Lord! She had 
a hard time finding him among the crowd once nfe^d 
gone missing from the bar. She finally found him, 


suspiciously hanging around the exotic fish aquarium. 
“What’re ya doin? ” she asked, as he.J§tared at the fishes 
with his bloodshot eyes. “Goin fishin! ” he Replied, 
eliciting a confused glance 4f?msner. Befatg she could 


stop him, he’d dunked his head into tne)aquarium. He 

_ i .. •4-U „ _1_1._ c __ i _ l.: _ 4 - 


emerged with a crazy WOk on his f^cfe and soaking wet 


id witn a crazy look on ms 
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hair, grinning wildly at the crowd while a fish flipped 
about between his bared teeth! “Oh my god! Ya bit into 
a live fish?! Bloody mental! This is crater than the 
time Ozzy bit into a bat! ” she cried out, while the 
horrified guests looked on and began to mum6I^among 

1 i ££- i — . .. 1 1 i . . . . 


themselves. “Beat that, Ozz^d-SNjgxlrunk rock star cried 
out boastfully, before he^ the fishf drop to the floor. 


An embarrassed Ina picked tfT&Oslippery fish up, 
examining it for bite marks before returning it to the 
water and apolbgSgmg to the crowd. She tried to keep up 


with the rock star who’d staggered out of the mansion. 
She pulled hinvto the bus before he could make any 


more scenes. ‘Bollocks! We’ve got a flat! 

. C^xasperated Ina exclaimed. “Better call a tow truck. 


an 


she decided, not realizing he’d wandered off. “Oh, 
bother!” she cried out, forgetting about the tow truck 
and running after the man as he almost staggered into 
the path of a speeding car! 
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Cameo by Matt Smith as the cab driver. 


“I’ll take care o’ the bus later. Come along. As yer new 
-/’.'manager, it’s my duty to get ya home safely...by hirin a 
cab.” she declared, pulling him along as she motioned 
to a taxi to stop. “Ruchill park. An’ Step on it. I think 
he’s about to hurl! ” she ordered. “No, wait,no...we need 
to stop off somewhere else first.” the drunk rock star 
interrupted, choking back vomit. “Where? ” a confused 

Ina asked. 

******* 

“You’ve gotta be kiddin me. Are ya tryin to get us killed? 

\ 


o 


” she asked, staring out at the artificial snow-covered 


apartment building. “No, I’m I’m fightin for my 


love!” he proclaimed braveMstruggling\tg?open the 


door. “No, yer not! Get o’er er, ihanj^oye on! Yer gonna 
get beaten up by his goons! ” Vied to talk some 
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sense into him, yanking him by his leather sleeve, 
trying to pull him away from the door. “Let im go. 
You’ve gotta risk it for love, mate! ” th^spritely cab 
driver suddenly spoke up, egging mlm on. 


& 


or 


wv 


on 


overhearing their conversation. “Excuse me>..But, no- 

rfmani I 


egging 

ded tta posy man. 


one asked ya, kay?! ” she repri: 

“Oi! Don’t be mean to im. This yourftfTTT&fi’s obviously 
been in love an’ had his heart blm^Tby a pretty lass 
too, eh? ” he sodded her. TE^ Tab driver nodded in 


agreement, “OthKipasly how he ended up as a cab driver 
too! ” she muttered. C Oi! A cab driver has feelings too, 
ya know? ” the hurt cab driver cried out, overhearing 
h^>Stuck in a cab with two o’ the most sensitive men 
on this planet.” she grumbled, with a roll of her eyes. 
“D’you have a mint, by the way, lad? My breath smells 
fishy! ” he asked. “Of course, I do, sir! By the way, it’s 
an honour to meet ya, sir! ” the excited driver replied, 
handing him a mint from his pocket. “Oi! ” she yelled 
out, as the drunk (yet, surprisingly quick) rock star 
popped the mint into his mouth, gave her the slip ; and 
jumped outta the cab. “Good luck! ” the cab^driWr 
called out after him! “This is all yer fault faheggin im 
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on! Just for that, yer not gettin any fare!!” she scolded 


him, before running after the stubborn rock star to stop 


him from doing anything stupid. “Bloody fare 
dodger! ” the driver cussecfdTjaer hisJareath. “Well, at 
least I met The Scottish Fet'ism Waitfup&f the boys at 
the pub hear about this! ” he thanked his stars, before 
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starting his cab and driving off into the night, 
continuing on his way to pick up passengers, o9 
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“This was a bactSday to wear a sleeveless dress. How 
coVe it’s freezing ere? What’s he got...Like, outdoor air 


conditioning or somethin?! ” a shivering Ina exclaimed 
in disbelief, as she walked and he staggered across the 
snow covered driveway leading to the apartment. It was 
late at night and the lights in the Fletchers’ window 
were switched off. The couple had gone to bed. And so 
had the guards ,Ina presumed since they were nowhere'-' 
to be seen- A good sign. At least they wouldn’t be 
tackled to the ground by muscular men forifespassing 


o 


on the posh property! “Well, with the dough he’s got, 
I’m sure he can afford all the latesJt^ech. D’you know 
he launched his very owpj QCKfct from 


ver^ 

Cape Cadaver last gear ? ” he replied, drur^ghly mixing 
up his words. “D’you meali to say- He launched his 
very own rocket frojn Cape Canaveral last year? ” she 


A 
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corrected, scrunching up her face to make sense of wlngi 
he meant. “Aye! That’s what I said, didn’t I? ” he argued, 
impatiently. “Great. I’m now in charge o’ aepi^hering 
drunk talk! ” she muttered, sarcastically. “Whatj^Vm 
intend to do now? ” she asked, hesitantly. “I figured 
I’d write my name in the snow, perhaps leave behind a 
few cuss words for Mr. FW^her! ” he replied. “Ugh,no! 
Hold it in! What’s it with ya rfiTypissin on people’s 
properties?! ” sh^^iWarted his plan, stopping him 
before he coulch«qjafch for his zipper! “Relax...I’m joshin 
around! ” he snickered, wickedly. She heaved a sigh 
of relief, before noticing him pick up a heap of snow 
and roll it into a large snow ball. He threw it with all 


hisnnight at the window of their apartment. “What’re 
-ya tryin to get their attention?! Don’t....! ” she tried 




to stop him from throwing anymore snowballs, but in 
vain. He was already on his third snowball when the 
light came on. She watched in horror as Mrs. Fletcher’s 
drowsy face peeked out at them! “Oh my god! Luke, 
what’re ya doin ere?! ” she exclaimed. “C’mon down an’ 
I’ll show ya! ” he replied, with a toothy grin. Shacahae 
downstairs, reluctantly and after a lotta insistence from 
him. . 
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A YouTube element has been excluded from this 
version of the text. You can view it online here: 
https ://thescottishfetish.pressbooks.com/?p=70 
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His face lit up on seeing her. She was still in her 
jammies, had dark circles under her eyes, was sans 
make up and her gorgeous locks were ruffled and 
covered in snowflakes (that were being showered on 
them by the numerous snow cannons plao^ctySh the 
roof and trees), but she stillto look beautiful, 


especially in the moonlig®, and IM felt herself grow 
hot with jealousy on observing her beauty! “We should 


get goin 
pissed 


in. He’s 

as a newt an’ not in hi 


his senses, right now. 


S..sorry for wakin ya, Mrs. Fletcher.” she apologized. 
“Pisse<j\^L/a newt, am I? Well, how am I still able to 
pull this off, then?! ” he asked, before pulling Sylvia 
close to him. She was taken aback, as was Ina, as he 
slowly leant in towards her, till they were face to face. 
She gripped his jacket collar, surprised by his sudden 
gesture. The women waited with bated breath to see 
what he was up to. Have I told ya lately that I love ya? 
Have I told ya there’s no-one else above ya? Ina watched 
in speechless wonder, as the romantic rock star began 
to serenade a wide eyed Sylvia who loosened h^r grip 
on his collar as he began to sing and unconsciously 
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lowered her cold palms to his warm chest, while he 


K 


wrapped his arms around her waist and tenderly pulled 
her closer. Feel my heart with gladness! Take away all 
my.... he continued, as Syh0i>smileck oW^amusingly, 
forgetting all about her husbahd anc^m^consequences 
there’d be if he caught them. Socmens? she completed 

A>° 
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, playing along on realizing he’d forgotten \|i£ 
lyrics. Ease my troubles, that’s what ya do! he finished, 
before passing out, toppling her in the proofs. “An’ 
down we go! Oof! ” she exclaimed, finding it hard to 
control her laughter, as an embarrassed Ina helped to 
pull him off her. “Mind gM«tpe a hand with drunk 
Rod Stewart ere? ” Ina gfs|ted, struggling to hold the 
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unconscious man up all by herseffXfyaFs get im back to 
the bus before anyone sees us.” Sylvia offered, shaking 
artificial snravWtm her hair, before putting one of his 
limp arm^around hgfj^ck. He groaned as they dragged 
him^hs^tio the park. “For a skinny boy, he’s pretty 
an observant Ina complained , while Sylvia 
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httekled at her observation. 
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stick around, Mrs. Fletcher....for 
Ina suggested, patting at the empty space next 
her on the couch on the bus. “At least for a beer. 
He won’t notice if we raid his mini fridge.” she offered, 
noticing Sylvia’s hesitant expression. “Fine. But I’m not 
sittin there. We did it a lot.on that couch.” she 


\V 


muttered, instead sitting on the chair next to it. Ina 
scrunched up her face in disgust, before quickly wiping 
her hand with her hanky! 

” I know that look. An’ I’m not tellin ya a thing, kay? 
” Sylvia read her mind, before taking a sip of chilled 
beer. “What d’you mean? ” Ina asked, shooting her a 
confused look, as if denying whatever it was that Sylvia 


o 


thought was on her mind. “Yer obviously thinkin about 
askin me personal stuff, how he an’ I tpfet, what’s the 


nature o’ our relationship an’ Wfiih not. You’ll print it 

-cfb' 
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all in yer tabloid or yer magazine an’ that’ll be the fetid 
o’ his career....An’ my husband’s too. I’m not tellin ya 

a thing. Luke’s worked too hard, for meTtoNgo ahead 

\ V/ 4L 

an’ ruin everythin! I don’t feel comfortable about it.” 
she refused to talk. “Don’t worry. I won’t print it. I 
give ya my word, Mrs. Fletcher. I just wanted to know 
when all this started, ya know? I’m just curious.” Ina 
promised. “I’m not sd$«a mythflNunless ya put that 
dictaphone away.’^a careful Syl^phirdered, spotting the 

_CU« t i rn L-\ /-» y-4 




dictaphone she^aVclutched in her hand. She watched 


closely aiAe young journo put it aside and began her 


7X5 


^7 


ory: i 

Even from his perch at the bar opposite the hotel, Luke 
obviously could < 


obviously could see my bored face as I accompanied that 
boastful man across the lawns , meetin and greetin all 
his posh friends! He rambled on obviously about business 
stuff, while I just hung around as mere arm candy, smiling 
that polite, sweet smile o’ mine. He could never bear to 
see me bein bored to death, so after finishing his cocktail, 


he snuck into the posh party. He found me all alone. TdmT 0 * 
was busy indulged in business talk with some ol codgers. 
They later headed off to the nearby golf cou(teS“So, ya 
wanna get outta ere? ” he asked. I was surprised on seein 
him, but tempted by his offer. I was even more surprised 
when he grabbed me by the hand an’ we began to run. 
We stopped only till we recudK&-me beadk*J‘Luke...” I 


uttered, in disbelief on seeing me. “I was doin a show...” 
he explained, once I was done panting. “...An’ also rescuin 
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bored women! ” he joked. I let out a laugh, 
ya! ” I whispered, taking him by surprise 
him and buried my face into his jacket to (try. 

~wevt 



woman I know who laughs at my jokes, however lame they 
are! An’ right now, she’s crying in my arms.” I hqard im 
mutter. He lifted my chin up to face him, before wiping 
my tearful eyes, mutteringfhm beautiful I looked in the 
glistening moonlight. After I’d cal fried down, we walked 
down the beach, ^c^anging inswtthg stories about my, 
well according mytwat o’ a husband. “He hasn’t 
changed a bit, ya know? He’s still that boastful jerk. D’you 
know some o’ his business associates challenged im to a 
game o’ golf tonight...An’ he actually accepted! Imagine 
that...playin golf in the dark! ” I recounted, with a nod of 
disbelief. “Aye! They’ll be searchin for that ball all night! ” 
he quipped. “That means...we’ll have the rest o’ the night 
to ourselves, Luke. Just you an’ me...” I whispered 
seductively, raising myself on my tiptoes and planting a 
kiss on the corner o’ his mouth. “Sylvie, I...” he began to 
speak, hesitantly. “We haven’t had an intimate moment ] 
together in years, Luke. D’you know what he was doin 
on our weddin night?” I interrupted him. “I jrtttygyess it 
wasn’t makin love to ya? ” he replied, without a clue. “He 
was negotiatin with some businessmen from Japan o’er the 
phone.” I revealed, my eyes revealed,anger atd^m^mory. 
He burst into uncontrollable laughter. LsAuLMaggers at 
him. “I’m sorry....I ji1s^\an’l ^lwt flp my head 
around.... seriously?!”^ he exclaimed in disbelief. He 


r\ 




■c$> 




w • vi4 aI P'oc^a 


<# 

stopped laughing on noticing my hurt look. “I’m santyl 
It’s just that....fools who choose work o’er the love o’ a 


D 


beautiful woman deserve to be laughed at.” He ymispered 


apologetically, before pulling me clos^^ajm planting a 
passionate kiss on my lips. I didn’t pull away andfhstead 
deepened the kiss. <iP , G 

“Oh, gosh! Look at ne! I’ve'^tta get goin!” 
Sylvia exclaimed (juniphig up like Cinderella once the 
clock had struck"midnight!) once she’d finished her 
story, to aiy ehg^wssec^ri^ disappointment. 


‘You’d 


better keep yer wofd!” she made Ina promise again 
before leaving hurriedly. “Yer welcome for the beer, by 
tte |*ay! ” Ina called out behind her. Mum was right- 
Rich folks did lack manners! Ina thought to herself, 
seeing the millionaire’s wife leave without thanking her 
for the beer. 
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The next morning: 

^he told ya about our meeting, eh? ” he asked 
s. y'picki 


icking up the dictaphone which she’d absent mindedly 
left on the couch. She’d spent the night there and was 
just rolling off the couch sleepily to make him a 
hangover cure. “Gimme that! ” Ina exclaimed, grabbing 
at her precious dictaphone, but he held it outta her 


o 


reach. She’d secretly recorded their conversation when 
Mrs. Fletcher had been lost in the story. He motioned 
to her to sit back down. “She left out a few things.” he 
muttered, before continuing where she’d (left off: 


owy 


Then, I caressed her hair and she dug her nai 
back, before pulling my jacket off and tossing ityonto 
sand dune. We made our wfflhm her hotkj^om where 


spent the night. The next thing I remember was me 
iking a fag as I usually did after a night o’ passionate 
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lovemakin, an’ er knockin it outta my mouth with apigi 
o’ er fingers, remarkin- “That’s a disgustin habit! ” Then, 
she was gone. We went our separate ways. I continued on 
my tour, while she jetted off around the wo rid with im- 
before we ended up together in Scotland. 

He finished, with a grin, obviously proud of the 
memory, as Ina listened^lmSitly. “She’s got a nasty 
habit o’ o’er-sharing. I guess I dS>tw! ” he remarked, 
before pressing the erase button on the dictaphone, to 
Ina’s horror! “This stuff’s personal. Can’t trust anyone 
with it. Now, put it outta yer mind an’ bring me my 
coff|e>^R&sl ” he ordered growlingly, before tossing the 






device aside. 
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He smiled as^e watched his young new manager fast 
asleep on the couch. They’d been half way around the 
l Highlands an’ it’d taken a toll on both of em. More on 


9 


her than him! Even though he was the one who went up 
on stage and strummed till his fingers bled just to hear 
that sweet sound of applause from his million fans, but 
she had the most difficult task- getting him on stage! 
He’d been sulking the whole tour long and had been 
giving her a hard time, refusing to leave his trailer.Hie 
just felt unmotivated without Sylvia and he fctfed being 
away from her for such a long time. Meanwhile, Ina 
hated dealing with the restless crowdS^nje’d fallen fast 
asleep as soon as her head hit the couch cushionuSeeing 
her shiver a bit, he picked up Vblanket xcpin his bed 
before draping it over her. He lit a cigarette to keep 
himself warm, before deciding to call her. “Hey, sorry 


o 
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for callin ya so late. Did I wake ya? ” he asked, heariQg 
her drowsy voice on the other end. “Nah. Just watchin 
some borin show on Netflix.” she replied. “What’re ya 
wearin? ” he asked saucily, starting early with tteWty 
talk! “What’re ya wearin? ” the equally seductive Sylvia 
asked without replying to ids lya^stion, deciding that 
two could play this game! “I’m nude! ” he lied, with a 
grin. “Oh! Well, I’m... the opposite?..wearin PJs! ” she 
exclaimed, lettijK^ut a chuckle on hearing him 




cuss 


."SiA V ^ 

in disappointment. “Who’re ya talkin to? Yer mystery 

man? ” he'heard a susmcmus Tom interrupt. “Mystery 
man....who? It was....uh..Just, uh....my friend Stella, 
lq0eSJie hes0 her whisper. “It’s late. Get yer arse in 
bed, eh? ” he heard him order in a rude manner, before 
the phone went dead. He decided to call her again a few 
minutes later, hoping she had decided to rebel against 
the rude bastard and stayed up. His expectations were 
met with disappointment, as he picked up. “Listen, 
whoever ya are, you’d better stop contactin my 
wife....or I’m gonna hunt ya down, ya hear?! ” Tom 
threatened, not recognizing his voice, but stillJurious 
on hearing it, realizing his wife had lied to bift}. 

rv 


rv 







Cameos by: 

Benedict Cumberbatch as Jesse Holmes 


lmes SV 


Nick Frost as Seamus McCoy lO v , c 
S imon Pegg as Danny SyfaeSJ&t (—\ • 
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The next day, 
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day in the trailer. 
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The concert was canceled due to heavy rains. Finding 
nothing better to do, she decided to prod him about 
his personal life. “So, how’d ya two meetiT” asked, 
anxiously. “Wow...yer really not gonna let me off the 
hook without somethin for yer article, eh? Ok, I’ll spill.” 
he finally relented, (finding ne \%<>£ape from her) with a 
laugh and a reminiscing 1^9k iiihis eyes. He put off his 
cigarette in the ash tr£$^ef<$re beginning his story: 

I was an 18 year ol nobody workin at a record store. I’d 
just finished m^Sqift, when my mate, Jesse Holmes, who 
frankly had it better, since his deep, sultry voice o’er the 

C i ^ 4 

radio made wonmi all o’er Scotland swoon! He was an RJ 
at the local reinstation an’ every evening we’d drop by 
hen/MCA for a game o’ billiards. If it were up to Jesse an’ 
we’d probably play tennis or football, but thanks to our 
less athletic mates, Seamus McCoy an’ Danny Sylvester, 
who’d always complain o’ body aches when we brought up 
outdoor games, we stuck to billiards.... he rambled on, 
getting carried away by the good ol days. 

“Is this story goin anywhere? ” she interrupted. “Oi! 
D’you wanna hear it or not?” he asked. “Fine. Sorry. 
Continue...just hurry.” she replied, impatiently- “Way 
to kill the moment! ” he groaned, before continuing: 

Anyway, we decided to go out for a&ef after a ti'Hng 
game o’ billiards. But Jesse, the womanizer/smooth one 
among us, decided to drop byfm^FV/CA. ne^door. Back 
then, he had this French thing goin on, Where he aped 
the French with his Fake accent an’ 'this thin mustache 
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he’d been growin to get the ladies...as if his voice wasn’t 
enough! He brought out the wild side in all o’ us good 
Christian boys. Anyway, I’d left the blokes to flirt with the 
innocent women, as I headed to the room from where the 
sound o’ piano music wafted out. The pianist in me was 
intrigued. The intrigue was soon replaced by love. From 
her tiptoes to her lithe bod&o her beaptiful face, she was 
perfection! Of course, she received the'shock o’ er life when 
she saw my lovestm^k face pressed against the window 




and my 


es star 


balance. I ran to hdfChec up as she struggled to stand. 


at her and she lost her 


& 


She grimaced, shifting offer left leg. “Hope ya didn’t hurt 
yerself...” I hoped, helping er to a bench, as I took off her 
flat to examine her aching left foot. “Think she’s sprained 
er ankle. Nothin a lil spray can’t heal! I’m Seamus. 
Paramedic.” my flirtatious friend introduced with a grin. 
“Sorry about my friend, mademoiselle. He’s a bit o’ a 
peepin Tom! ” jerk Jesse teased, receiving a nudge from 
Danny who was always standin up for me an’ couldn’t 
stand Jesse’s showy attitude. “Aye, I didn’t mean to startle 
ya. Uhh...my apology would sound better if I kngwyer 
name though...” I began to apologize. “One htffuva pick¬ 
up line! ” I heard Danny mutter to Jesse behind me, while 
Seamus snickered on hearing Dan. “I’m Sylvia O’DonnHl.” 
she replied, with a friendly smile, that meant she’d 
accepted my apology. “I’m Lu®]MeDonald.\IJhtroduced, 
before I heard Jesse (who was rather upset o’er a missed 
opportunity) exclaim in disbelief- “I can’t believe 
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that bloody line worked! ” We had to make a run f(Kjt 
though, once security found out we’d snuck in! I wouldn’t 

/V* V T 

be meetin er until I bumped into er at the recom store a 
few days later. I finally mustered up the courage fxfosk 
her out as she was browsin through Celine Dion albums. I 
dunno how we got along the whole time we were together. 
We learnt that we didn’t hdfy cbkft irrdommon, on the first 
date itself! I loved heavy mewl an’ rock an’ roll, she loved 
opera an’love somfsffihe was rich, I was, uh...well off! She 

es du’ listed horse racing as one 


owned a stablejtdld’ hors> 
o’ er hobbies....An’ me? I was allergic to horses! An’ I still 
dunpe-^syDwe movin in together....or even got 


__ 
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etfgaged! 
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Love can touch us one time, 
And last for a life time. 
And never let go till we're 




v. 



A YouTube element has been excluded from this 
version of the text. You can view it online here: 
https ://thescottishfetish.pressbooks.com/?p=81 
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“She was the woman who introduced me to chick 
Every Sunday night, she’d drag me off to i ve¬ 

in theatre to watch em. She enjoyed tfie chemistry 
between the actors, while I enjoyed the feel o’ popcorn 
in my mouth...an’ also, the : soundtrac^T^I only 
watched Singles cuz o’ its soundtrack. Here. *Klv most 


£ 


watched Singles cuz o’ its soundtrack. Here. My most 
prized possession. ” he re^Srifeced, before handing her 
a cassette which he carefully removed from its hiding 
place. “The soundtrack o’ Titanic ? ” she asked, looking 
up at him in surprise. “I’ll always remember the day 
Sylvia gifted it to mgi” he recounted, while she listened 


mten 


th 

and 


She looked beautiful, dressed only in one o’ my ACDC 
tees, as she sultrily walked into the living room. I’d settled 
at the piano, playing a few tunes and figuring out the notes 
and chords to a song which I hoped was gonna be my 
ticket into the music industry. Still a struggling musician, 
waiting for my big break, I was stuck an’ frustrated, but I 
lit up when she diverted my attention as she made herself 


comfy on my lap, straddling me an’ wrapping her arms 


around my neck before planting a kiss on my lip$^ Yer 
up early. I was hoping we’d cuddle some more.” she 
whispered, seductively. “Cuddlin can wait Jove. This is my 
career.” I replied, tenderly pushing her ruffled hair off her 
face, revealing more o’ her beautiful face, and the hickeys 
on her neck. “Fine. But, every hard worlcscMeserves a 
break.” she whispered, as she made hi^uyly to the music 
player near the couch , pulling me along. I followed her 

c$~ -ctp? 
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hesitantly , watching as she rummaged through her j$H£S 
which she’d tossed on the couch the night before, in a fit 
o’ passion. She pulled out the cassette, popping it into the 
player. “A lil anniversary gift, love.” she whispered, moving 
closer as Celine Dion’s voice wafted out. “Happy tenth 
anniversary, love.” I greeted, wrapping my arms around 
her waist as we slow-danced around the living room. I felt 
the need to rack my mind-fpr lyricxfTR strum till my fingers 
bled just to find tM right notes melt away when I was with 
her. 

“See that hill o’er there? ” he asked, pausing to pull 
the curtains asid&once the rain had stopped, gesturing 
palst^ke little houses and green meadows at the foot 
of a large steep hill. “Yeah? ” she replied, anxious to 
hnear more. “An’ see that fancy mansion atop it? With 
the picket fence an’ rose garden? That was our home. ” 
he revealed, motioning to the mansion atop the misty 
hill. “Ya mean the Fletcher mansion? Ya don’t mean to 


say ya lived there? ” she enquired, cocking her head 
confusion. “Aye! 10 years ago it used to be our hor ne. 
Sylvie an’ I moved in there after our wedding^t was 
her granddad’s mansion an’ he’d left it to ejtfjjnis will. 
Of course, that was before that greedy tw$t Fletcher an’ 
his son took it from us! ” he recount^ in anger. “What 
d’you mean...took it from y’all? ” a confused Ina asked, 
keen to know more. ^ 
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He continued reminiscently, finally sharing his most 
cherished memories of their times together: 

She was standing bare feet on the manicured lawns, 
hanging up laundry on the clothesline, struggling as the 
clothes billowed in the wind. She let out a soft chuckle 
as I came up behind her, holding her by the waist and 
nuzzling the ticklish region on her neck. “Ya do know we’ve 
got a dryer, right? ” I reminded teasingly, tucking in locks 
of her unruly, wind tussled hair as she turned around 
to face me. That was Sylvie for ya! Doin eveqfmtn the ol 
fashioned way! She may’ve been rich, but she sure 
preferred to act like a pauper! “Yer a sight for sore eyes, 
ya know that? ” she whispered, standing tippy-toes to 
plant a kiss on the corner o’ nfj^ieuth. “Speakin o’ sore 
eyes ...look who’s makin their way up the'hill to talk ya 
into sellin our home. Twat Sr....an’Ttis son, Twat Jr! ” 


O 
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I exclaimed, turning her attention towards the familiar 
shiny Rolls Royce that made its way up the winding road 
and finally parked itself in front o’ us and its occupants- 
the dastardly duo o’ Fletcher Sr and Tommy the twat- 
stepped out. “I told ya...l’m not interested! ” an irate 
Sylvie stood her ground, once they’d offered her an even 
large amount of money foi<3ie house. “I’m sorry...maybe 
the sum’s too paltry, huh? Though, I wouldn’t be so 
picky.Yer, uh, husband here, who, uh, prides himself on 
bein a musician, fiardly makes any money! ” Fletcher Sr 
insulted, JjMting me dp and down with a haughty look. 
“Ya could do so much better! ” Tommy the twat continued 
wftjjSi-gmug'^Bn. “Ok, that does it! ” I was taken aback, 
YZ-I^ssne roared defensively, before launching herself at the 
twat! He fell back into the white linen an’ they wrestled 
for quite a while. She landed most o’the punches to the 
sorry bastard! “Arentcha gonna do anythin?! Lettin yer 
wife fight for ya, coward! ” his offensive father cried out in 
horror, while sneering at me. “Yer right...I should probably 
say somethin, eh? Hit him harder, love! ” I egged on fny ] 
brave Sylvie. I finally pulled her offim, since she seemed to 
be outta breath. We watched as the father-sotrtwb tucked 
tail an’ ran to the safety o’ their air conditioned car. “The 
Rocky franchise. Initially, I watched the movies cuz^the 
chemistry between Adrian an’ Roeky...but, ya tend to pick 
up a few moves now an’ then! ’]sbe confessed, explaining 
her fighting prowess on noticing mykitmjped expression. 




12- • Vi 




“Oh! Well...it really turned me on! ” I whispered saucily , 
before pulling her closer and leaning in for a snog. 

o^rp* 
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‘^.Sdio ya botV'drift apart?” Ina asked, intent on 
.knowing more about their love story. “No. She cheated 
y’on me.” he replied gloomily (and to Ina’s disbelief), 
before continuing further: 


The mail’s ere, love! ’’she exclaimed enthusiastically, 


bursting into the kitchen one morning with a bundle o’ 
letters and packages wrapped in brown paper. 
“Oooh...Shakespeare, eh? Doin a bit o’ light readin? ” I 
asked, snatchin and openin up a package from her hands, 
revealin a paperback copy o’ ‘Shakespeare’$Aphnets’. I 
flipped through the book, before a fascinating one caught 
my eye, an’ before she could stop me, I was teasingly 
recitin- 

encMie 

Holy, fair, and wiseis'she; 


o 


Who is Silvia? what is sh 
That all our swains commen 


’ 
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The heaven such grace did lend her, 

That she might admired be. 

Is she kind as she is fair? 

For beauty lives with kindness. 

Love doth to her eyes repair, r$> rO* 

To help him of his blindness; 

And, being helped, inhabit there. 

Then to Silvia let us sing, 

That Silvia is excelfi^gf i ^ 

She excels eacfhnphal thing 

Upon the dull earth dwelling; 

L A V 

To her let us garlands bring! 

“I’m gonna firuFa poem with yer name in ere too, ya 
.Qjcrww! ” she exclaimed with a blush, as she clamped a 
palm o’er my mouth an’ snatched away her precious book. 
“Besides, there’s somethin far more important in 
ere...for ya! ” she continued, before tearing open an 
envelope and reading enthusiastically from it. I almost 
choked on my cereal as I heard the sentence- Opening act 
for Lynyrd Skynyrd at The Hammersmith Apollo. 

“Love, I’m so happy for ya! ’’she exclaimed. “An ’ thisisyer 
way o’ showin me yer happiness? Get that eydfner away 
from me....quit it! ” I ordered, as she forcibly saline down 
in front o’ the dressing table later . “This is what all the 
great rock stars wear, love! Ya need a makeoyek, Out with 
the borin silk shirts an’ in with the leather jackets! 
my stylish wife interrupted, ordering me to sit still as she 




o 
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added her finishing touches... to make me look more like 




2? 
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Ozzy Osbourne! 


“ ^C-‘ V 

It came as a shock to me when those divohpe 




jS> 


papers 

arrived, an’ then the news that she’d married that twat! 
I couldn’t believe she’d do that to me! Sure, I’d been 
away from her all those yeaM%\it^he un^er^tood that 
this was my career. In fefcft she’d pfrbmised me she’d 
wait for me....That though, she was hesitant to 

leave her home m^Scotland to globe trot with me, she’d 
wait for me....But, eventually I forgave er that night. 
The night I realised, I still loved er.” he finished 
narrpti^gjleaving Ina teary eyed towards the end. 




dLiii£ 




Now you’ve 
come bacK 
here to say 
you're sorry 


A YouTube element has been excluded from this 
version of the text. You can view it online here: 
https ://thescottishfetish.pressbooks.com/?p=87 
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Suddenly there was a knock on the door. A laHJcy 
policeman with a friendly face greeted Ina as she 
opened the door, “lesse? ” the rock staiTexc^aimed in 
disbelief from behind her on recognising his bubbly, 
once the man of law had pulled down the hood of his 
macintosh as the rain sto4rly subsided. “That’s 
Inspector Holmes to ya, ^T)bay! ” h« Corrected, rather 
boastfully. “A real co^pef ...or, ya know...A stripper? ” 
he enquired teasingly, knot^m^Vhat his womanizing 
friend was capable of! “AfOlYme. Although.Seamus 






strips atJjhs^nneJj(aiti. He’s quite good at it too....I’ve 
heard. He’s quite^niit during Christmas when he works 
it as Bad Siiuta! ’’Inspector Holmes recounted. 
“That’s hard to imagine...since he was quite a poor 
dancer! ” the wide eyed rock star exclaimed, before 
chuckling amusingly. “None o’ that stuff for me. I’m a 
family man now. P.S. My daughter, Diana’s a big fan o’ 
yers. D’you mind...? ” the handsome inspector revealed 
(much to an infatuated Ina’s disappointment!), before 
tearing out a page from his notepad. “Sure! Anythin 
for an ol mate! ” the joyful rock star declared, before 
willingly and proudly inscribing his signa£h|% and a 
special message for Diana on it. “So, ya both waitin 
it out ere, eh? 


he asked, satisfyingly folding up the 
autographed paper and keeping it away safely m his 
pocket. “Aye...In fact, we were just talKktt.bout Mrs. 
Fletcher....” the nosy jou^ interr^|ted,'clesperate for 
more info from jess 


who knew^teiywell too. 








‘Oh! Mrs. 
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Fletcher....Ya mean, Sylvia? If I may say so, ya lost tsui 


on a great girl, mate! I wonder why ya ever let er go....* 


the inspector began to ramble, just as Ina had hoped! 
“Maybe, cuz she married my enemy, Tom the twat^” the 
annoyed rock star reminded, hurting at the i^emory. 
“Well, she didn’t marry its willingly...” Inspector 
Holmes interrupted him. 7miat mean? ” the 

clueless rock star enquired. “She didn’t tell ya, eh? She 
waited for ya to return, but ya didn’t. That one gig 
probably chan^&q'both yer lives! While ya were away 
playin gig after gig,(BeOiome was in danger o’ bein 


usurped by tho^e^n^kes! Anyway, Tom forged a bunch 


o’ papers claiming that the mansion belonged to his 
. |armly an’ forced er to marry im if she wanted to keep 
the house. She loathed ya for not replying to the 
millions o’ letters she sent askin for help and the phone 
calls too....but no-one can blame ya, right? I assured 
er that they probably got lost in all yer fan mail an’ 
whatnot, eh? ” he narrated, before looking towards him 
for confirmation about the letters and phone-calls. He 
was silent, before replying in the negative. “Ave^I get 
em....but, I just couldn’t leave, Jesse! I...I...h^cN^ihose 
concerts, mate! ” he defended himself* His friend was 




.0 


shocked to hear the truth. 




“Ya didn’t deserve er! In fact 


be friends with someone 


who’s so 


r*5k>n’t 




1 v, 


think f wanna 


selfish that he’d put 


his needs before his loved ones! By tf^v^y* I was gonna 


let this slide, cuz ^i£ri)y mat^yVall....but, ere’s a 
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ticket for that broken taillight.mate. Better pay iNup 

quickly.” he muttered through clenched teeth, tearing 
out a page from his notepad and handd3 It to him, 
before heading back to his car, nodding his head in 
disappointment along the way. rQ rQr 
“I hope yer happy. Ya got yer story! ” the ashamed 
rock star muttered, glugging down Ms umpteenth beer, 
as he sat on the cou<£^ind looked down at the floor 
with dejected eyes that werefslbwiy tearing up. “Ya can 
still change thih^Get-efback! That’s why I suggested 
that ya dm^pab a bite together...to talk. That’s all it 
takes! Talk it out, apologise, tell er yer true feelings for 
er! Don’t hide anythin! Confess yer true feelins for er. 

. CjyktyDe, she’ll take ya back! ” the hopeful girl suggested. 
“Aye...that is, if she still loves me...an’ I don’t think it’s 
possible to love someone as stupid an’ selfish as me! 
Someone who’s so blind that he was unable to see her 
true love. I let er marry that rich twat! ” he argued, 
not looking up from the floor as he spoke. “Just give 
it a try, kay? ” she whispered, squeezing his shotdefyr 
comfortingly. 

A? 
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rSy ^cCy 

He’d just returned from the tour. His young manager 
haVneaded hoSne for the night, while he sat alone on 
.mis bed, carefully tuning his guitar. He examined it, 
standing it up next to the messy bedside table which 
was strewn with sheets and sheets of music. He 
reached in for a nighttime snack- rummaging through 
the open packet of crisps lying next to him on the bed. 
He was about to bite in, when he heard a knock on t^e"** 1 
door. 

“Thought I spotted yer bus.” Sylvia exclaimed; 


o 


led, grinning 

at him as he opened the door. “Wanqa hop on for a 
snack? 


e. 


he invited, happy to see her 
“Oh. ..I wanna hop on for more than just a snack!” she 
replied lustfully, before lunging at him and kissing him 
passionately. He struggled to breaj^jejpDshe deepened 


the kiss, while she struggled with\he zipper of his 


le sne t . struggled w 
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jacket. She slammed the bedroom door behind thagp} 
All that could be heard was the unzipping of clothes 
which were then tossed aside, the crash/ofl^ newly 
strung guitar as they bumped into it, and the crunching 
of crisps (he’d forgotten to put the packet aside) as they 
rolled about in bed, kissing, writing and moaning with 
pleasure. 

“Ya really need to clda»*up in^T&if ya expect me to 
come ere more often. Those bl^bdy crisps kept diggin 
into my back! ” she complained after their night of 
passion, before teajgiSogly tossing the crumpled empty 
packet at the hickey covered rock star. She was 
buttoning up^r blouse and preparing to leave when he 
gathered up the courage to ask- “Sylvie...would ya like 
to have dinner with me? ” “Dinner? Didn’t we just have 
dessert? ” she replied cheekily, chuckling at her own 
lame joke. She stopped, when she noticed his serious 
expression. “It’s just that...I’d like to take ya out to a 
proper dinner, ya know? Yer always complainin bout 


o 


how he’s always on the phone whenever yer out at\cT^ 
restaurant.” he insisted. She was silent ” Remember me 
time he took ya out to that sushi bar on Val^thm^s day 
an’ ya didn’t realize he was actually m$etin a bunch 
o’ Japanese businessmen for dinner there until ya got 


there....” he began to remind. “...An’ I found myself 


smack dab in the middle o’ 

nt. 


iy business meeting 
in the middle o’ Nippon KitcYi&n ....worst dinner ever! ” 
she continued, frowning at the memory. She felt a smile 


.-r 


, trowmng at tne m 


r\ 
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creep on her face as she felt his hand squeeze hers and 
she remembered the night she’d confided in him about 
it and he’d been her shoulder to cry on. v<? QkL.what 
the hell! I’ll do it! Tomorrow night, 8 pm. At Cail 

Bruich...we haven’t been there in a long t ime. .an’ 

don’t be late! ” she finally agreed, turning back to look 
at him, before he took he^V surprise- pulling her back 
down on the bed beside him! “YjgfVreal insistent man, 
ya know that? ” 3Jie whispered teasingly, resting her 
head on the fJ’Hipw as she faced him, running her 
fingers through hisJfr^jr as she spoke. “Seconds, m’lady? 
” he whispered seductively, before leaning in to kiss her 




2 ? 


D 




and unbutton her blouse. She squealed with laughter, 
letting herself sink into the soft mattress without a care 
'in the world, as the romantic rock star showered every 


part of her with ticklish, pleasurable kisses. 
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>w! Ya look spec 


& 


?ctacular! ” Ina cooed, as the smartly 

V* 

. Cdr&sed man checked himself out in the mirror in her 
iy Vhedroom. She’d offered to let him try on some suits 
for the date since all he owned were leather jackets, 
leather pants and black clothes that she’d only seen 
cat burglars wear! “I look ridiculous! An’ this blazer’s 
too itchy! Might I ask who owned this shitty suit? 


the unimpressed rock star enquired, fidgeting with 
sleeves as he spoke. “It was my dad’s.” she replied, her 
voice just a whisper. “Oh...sorry...actually, I think it 

le corrected 


A 


& 


looks pretty good...it’s, spectacular! ” he 
himself, noticing a tear roll down his hurt manager’s 
cheek. “Here. Try this on.” she ordered, regaining her 
composure as she handed hffjna-purple H&?Her mum 
passed by with the laundry a& In^|tOQj&l’tippytoes to 


help him with hi 


tn ms ti 
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He Hook 
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s like a proper 
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gentlemen. Less like the weirdo fromyer posters, love, 
the equally impressed woman exclaimed, looking him 


over as she peeked inside the room. “What d’you know 


bout proper gentlemen, eh, mum? You’ve only dated 
proper arseholes! ” Ina retorted, coldly. (The hurt 
woman said nothing, insteadA^gising dQwyi the pile 
of dirty clothes in the hfajhfiier before continuing on 
her way. “Ya know, ya shouldn’/rtalk to yer mum like 
that.” he reprinurfided her, cort^Jfoting his look as he 
wore the cufflinks she’d placed on the dressing table. 
“Yer lucky* ya evem Kave yer mum around.” she heard 
him mutter. “I don’t mean to....but, I tell ya, she’s got 
the worst tait^ rn men! I just care bout er, I guess. 

, (^-Anyway....tell me bout yer mum.” the journalist in her 
came to life, as she began to enquire curiously. “She 
was the best person. I adored er! In fact, she would’ve 
loved Sylvie....probably would have given me a whack 
behind my head and put me in my place if I’d dared 
divorce er! She an’ my dad argued a lot. He was a drunk, 
he hit her a lot...hit me too...an’ one day, he hit er so 
hard, he killed er! I ran away from home an’ I never 
looked back....” he recounted in a sombre manner, but 

ival with a 




o 


was interrupted as Troy announced his arrh_ 

loud burp. They prepared to leave, since she wantedkto 
avoid a conversation with the loathsome man. “Wish 
I could’ve asked yer boyfiJieiM tcu o’er for 
dinner....but, I’ve eaten it all! ” he mocked, as she rolled 
lim. “Did ya wipe out kn entire six pack 


her eyes at him. 
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while ya were at it too? ” she muttered, noticing his 
bloodshot eyes. “Ok, smart arse....Try to use protection, 
eh? ” he jeered in a tone as if indicating that she was a 
trollop, before sneering at the rock star. “Get yer mind 
outta the gutter, ya arsehole! ” she cried out, angrily. 
“Don’t turn yer back on me, young lady! I’m speakin 
to ya an’ I deserve respect, ya hear?! I’m yer dad! ” he 
yelled drunkenly, before catching hold of her hand. “Yer 
not my dad! Yer just a soddin drunk who hurts mum 
when I’m not around! Don’t think I haven’t noticed her 
scars an’ bruises. let go o’ my hand! ” she ordered, 
struggling againstSiis tightening grip. “Let her go, or 
else...” the concerned rock star came to her aid. He 
let^o, leaving a bruise on her wrist, before turning on 
-''him. “How dare ya?! Threatening me in my own house?! 
” Troy growled. “Ya know, I was too afraid to hit my 
dad...but, I think I can muster up the courage to punch 
yer daylights out! ” the annoyed rock star threatened, 
swinging at the cussing man with all his might. He 
landed a hard one on the side of his face and Ina’s mtftyr 
(who’d arrived on hearing the commotion) watchecNin 
horror as the unconscious man slumped the 

wall. She stood still and Ina swore she sawV hint of 
a smile on her mum’s face. “An’ for the record, it’s 
not yer house. It’s my dad’s! ” Ina corrected, kicking 
him one last time in the ribs. 

“Good shot! ” she praised him; as she hurried outside. 
He followed her with an ice pack pressed against his 

dr* 
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aching knuckles. “Well, I learnt from the best! 
bragged, referring to Sylvia. 
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She hurried over to the posh restaurant, as soon as she 
got his call. She pushed past the gathered paparazzi to 
k. venter and found him sitting by himself, playing around 


C 


with the salt and pepper shakers. She smiled amusingly, 
as the goofy rock star was engrossed in moving them 
around while making Dalek cries with his mouth. “Ya 
came! ” he exclaimed, on seeing her, embarrassingly 
returning the shakers back to their original position* 
on the table. “Ya could’ve dressed up better though/ 
he muttered, looking at the gown she’d worto^'Oi! This 


singivA^^ 
itions 


o 


is my prom dress, kay? It’s the only fancy dress I own. 
I’m not much o’ a shopper. ” she defended. “Couldrnsya 


dress yer age? Borrowed somethtf^pm yej^mum? ” he 
asked, as she took a seat ao0sV-fromiiini^‘Who died 
an’ made ya king o’ fashion, eh? Besides, most o’ mum’s 
dresses would onlyjcfak good on ysr slutty groupies! 

rk 
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” an insulted Ina replied, tossing her clutch onto the 
table. “Fine. Don’t get yer knickers in a twist! Ya look 


pretty...An’ thanks for comin.” he thanked, with a roll 
of his eyes. “Of course, I did. I’m yer manager. I’m sorta 
gettin a hang o’ this job...An’ also, it’s partly my fault 
that ya got stood up! ” she sai\apologetically, feeling 
guilty about the love of his life not showing up. He 
didn’t say a word andGastead lpofeed out at the crowd 
of photogs with their camergjs’OT^ssed against the glass 
doors of the restajprant to click away. “I’m just worried 
about what they mig6t^write. They somehow got wind 
o’ it that I wasygpnna dine with Sylvie. They’ve been 


$ 


ere since I ari^cban’ I know they’re growing suspicious 
about er not showin up.” he whispered, worryingly. “I’m 


usually not the one who gets stood up. Goin by what the 
tabloids have been writin about me, I’m the one who 
stands women up an’ breaks their hearts. This changes 
everything. I can’t be the rock star who got a taste 
o’ his own medicine, ya know? It’ll ruin my rebellious 
bad boy image.” he continued, with a frown. “Thai^? 
why I’m ere.” she whispered, reaching out to comfort 
him. He pulled his arm away as she stretc^raWt her 
arm, placing it over his. “What d’you t^iinkydr doin?! 
” he asked. “Just go with it.” she whispered, beckoning 
to him to come closer. She kissed, him passionately as 
he did! “Always wanted to tf^Shat! ” a>grifining Ina 
exclaimed, pulling away. “l%h! Ya made me seem 
paedophilic right then! ” he cried out in disbelief, 
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wiping off the lipstick smear she’d left behind on his 
lips during their kiss. “At least those vultUFe&l have 
somethin to write bout...” she muttered, tiding his 
attention to the satisfied reporters who’d begun to 
leave. “I think the word yer lookin for is thank^)t nate! 
” she suggested with a pleased grin. “Thanks.” he 
whispered with a gratefuk^rhne, befofe treating her to a 
sumptuous meal. Scottish Fetishrspyneci kissing mystery 
woman was the headline that made it to the front page 
the next day! 




OT 




A YouTube element has been excluded from this 
version of the text. You can view it online here: 
https ://thescottishfetish.pressbooks.com/?p=95 
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The dark clouds had parted and it was a sunny day. 
“Oooh! Fancy a popsicle? ” he asked, ecstatte^re a child 
on spotting the ice cream truck drive pasfTlrh^iggled, 
as he hurried to it without waiting for amahswer. She’d 
made herself comfy, leaning against the side of the bus 
which was parked in its usual spot, when she spotted 
Mrs. Fletcher making her ; *0ytewan& her. She frowned, 
remembering his heartbroken/T&ce from the night 
before when she’d stood him up. He’d noticed her too. 
She thought he^^old a grudge against her too, but was 
taken aback as he v^yed at her. 

“I g©Wya one too. They only had cherry flavored 
popsicles...” he exclaimed, handing Ina her treat as he 
eturned . “Oh! ” Sylvia seemed sad on hearing that. 
But...I bribed a kid for the last lime flavored popsicle. 
Ere, I know how much ya love the lime ones.” he 
revealed, flashing her a charming smile, as he handed 
her the frozen treat he’d hidden behind his back. 
“That’s so sweet o’ ya! ” she exclaimed, lighting up and 
hugging him. 'V” 

Ina had only begun licking her popsicle, when they 
began Frenching up a storm! “Well, I’m of^too^tcles! 

” she exclaimed in disgust, letting it drop to the floor, 
as they continued kissing. She watcl&d the couple, in 
disbelief. She was even more suppled at theirocjvstar’s 
behaviour. She’d hoped he’d^angry at her for leaving 
him in the lurch, but it sremed like all was forgiven 


and he was even mi 






en more 1 


e in love with he 


c$> 




r now! “Ya know, 
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I really should apologize for not showin up last night. 
I wanted to...but he was growing suspicious by the 
minute...an’ I was afraid his goons were/gbnpA follow 
me to the restaurant, an’ then all hell would break 
loose!” she pulled back from their passionate embrace 


£ 


loose!” she pulled back from their passional^apbrace 
to apologise. She looked deep into his eyes, caressing 
his hair as she whispered- “I couldn’t let anythin 
happen to ya, Luke. I really 1....” He was anxious to 
hear more, to heaft ^er say tKarehe still loved him, but 


she was cut xhoKV Oh Ya 
and sudden>;e¥y from Ina ( 
interrupted her*-OO v ’ 

, let hi 


her say that she still loved him, but 
Oi! Ya can’t go in there!” a frantic 
m Ina (who was guarding the door) 


& 


‘!NjaNPlease, let him go! ” Sylvia screamed, as the 
, , . „ ..... 


dodr swung open and a fuming Tom entered with his 
goons. The burly men lost no time in beating him up 
mercilessly on Tom’s orders. “Tom.. .please...I...I love 
him! ” she pleaded, squirming as her husband held her 
back as she tried to break the fight up. 

“You. ..what?! I knew it! I had my suspicions...but, to 
hear it from your own mouth...! We’re done! ” 
growled, slapping her across the face and sending her 
crashing to the floor. He motioned to his goj 2 fa>to stop, 
kicking the rock star one last time in the riuS, before 
storming off and slamming the door'behind him. She 
crawled towards the bruised and bloodied rock star who 
was sprawled across the flo<ffiaftd cradlesjiis head in 
her lap as he coughed up blooH, le^mg^loodstains all 
over her once spotless dress. “Luke...I’m so sorry...He 
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hurt ya...” she whispered apologetically, sobTHog 
uncontrollably. He shushed her in a comforting manner, 
stretching out a trembling hand to brush off strands of 
unruly hair from her face. She looked at him in wonder 
as he made no great deal about what had ohpWred, 
instead hearing him whisper- “Sticks an’ stones may 
break my bones, love...” - before hef passed out in her 
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Cameos by Lorna Raver as Dora, the housekeeper 


S Kingstoifas the nurse 

& He woke up in the hospital. His blurry vision caught 
a glimpse of her slightly bruised face as she prepared to 
leave. The drowsy rock star rubbed his eyes to see her 
clearly. Her eyes were puffy from all the crying and a 
band aid covered the spot where she’d hit her temple 
when her enraged husband had thrown her to the flom - '"' 
like a rag doll. “Yer leavin?! Where’re ya goin?”Nie 


o 


asked, in disbelief as she started walking towards the 


door, turning her back on him. “I hope ypr notgoin back 
to him.. .not after all that happened! ” he coir^Qlted, 


receiving no reply from her. I’ve some^ unfinished 
business.” she finally declared in a serious'tep'e, turning 
towards him to speak. “What dyovir^h.. mu finished 


business? Ya sound like a mob b^s^nght now, ya know 


r\v /A' 
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that? ” he enquired, in a clueless and hesitant manner. 
“Just somethin I’ve to do. I’ll be right back, love.” she 
whispered, before opening the door. “Ya earrb leave me 
with her! I think she only inserted a catheter in me cuz 
she wanted me to take my pants off! ” he caHe^yV after 
her, glancing nervously at the-re^hkired nurse standing 
beside him. “Oh...believe me, it was necessary! Hope 
yer ready for yer shot now...sesW>” the flirty nurse 


whispered with a mischievous wink, readying a syringe 
as she spoke. w rned to Sylvia for help, but she’d 
already left. 

“Wher>qWe ya takin me? I brought coffee.” an equally 
clueless Ina ^ed, as the hurrying woman dragged her 
along. “I’ve gotta go back to the apartment...to pick up 
OV’my stuff. ” she replied, as she hired a taxi. “I’m guessin 
it’s a lotta luggage, that ya need my help for it, eh? ” Ina 
guessed, as they got into the vehicle. 

The billionaire’s God fearing housekeeper answered the 
door. “Ya! Ya should be ashamed! D’you know what 
ya did to im?! Mr. Fletcher’s been drinkin like a fi^jr 
” she spat, raising her voice at her former employer. 
“Dora, who is it?” a voice enquired, before ^bloodshot 


eyed Tom appeared at the door. “You! I thought it was 
clear that we were done! You’re not to show up here 
again, d’you hear?! ” he shouted slurringly, recklessly 
swinging the liquor bottle he held inJiikJkand as he 
spoke. “I’m only ere to pl^l Up m^JtupK she replied, 
calmly. “An’ where are ya gonna ke£p it? On his bus? 


rv 
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His teeny tiny cramped bus? ” the drunk man moduli; 
blocking her entry. “Get outta my way, Tom.” she 
ordered through clenched teeth. “Or whdt? Yer gonna 
break my heart...again? ” he demanded, ^before 


5 ? 


.0 


breaking into a mocking laugh. “Noi.but, I’m gonna 

ttered, 1 r 


break yer smug face! ” shev-«iV£tered, before landing 
a hard punch to his noseJSSmnedt and bleeding, he 
collapsed to the floorQ«a Watqh§lC'as the contents of 
the bottle and his broken,bloody nose emptied on to 
the carpet on the unconscious man lay. “Yer not 


allowed...! 

apartment. 


aa3> Pi 


protest their entry into the 
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Dora tern, 

‘Savait, Dora! Dontcha have a carpet to 
clean?” an impatient Sylvia interrupted, silencing the 
ageing maid before proceeding to collect her belongings 
with an impressed Ina in tow. 
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” she exclaimed, 
lirt? ” he asked, 
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She woke up, yawned and frowned on seeing the enrpjy 
space beside her. She strolled into the drawing room of 
their old home to find him sitting at the piano sifting 
through the mail. “Can ya believe it?! It’s finally ere! 

The big book o’ duets that I ordered is fin^H^ ere! ” 
he exclaimed on seeing her. “I knc )w. I can see it right 
there, resting on the pi^9o, love! ” she 

matching his enthusiasm. “Is that my shirt? 

^ t j 

his jaw almost (Jrfeping to the floor, on noticing that 
she only had oh^m oversized silk shirt. “Yup! I think 
it suits me better. Dontcha agree? ” she teased, 
seductively sittjrig on his lap before pushing up his chin 
to shut his ^ajbing mouth! “Aww...geez! Look at this! 

” lie suddenly turned his attention to the tabloid that 
fell out from beneath the pile of letters. “The rock star 
who broke up a marriage?! Whoa! The gall o’ these 
people! ” he had a hurt look on his face as he read the 
insulting headline. “Love....let it go. It’s just a stupid 
tabloid.” she comforted. “Yer right. They’ve written far 
worse stuff about me before....An’ that didn’t bother ri^e 
much! ” he muttered, tossing the paper aside~^s she 
wrapped her arms around his neck and leant in to kiss 
him. “An’ I think that ya did a brilliant j[ob o’ breakin 
up that marriage. The man I’m with now is a much 
better kisser! ” she whispered, breaking int^ a toothy 
grin before kissing him. “So^OgSou wannaopkume that 
piano lesson we started ten years ago? ” he asked, 
flashing his own tootfr^rin as sat next to him on 
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the piano bench and he placed an arm around her waist 
to pull her closer. “Oh...no! I’m bloody awful at playin 


instruments! How about you play an’ 1’irsfpg! ” she 

bVrie 


replied, with a twinkle in her eye, before energetically 
bursting into an off-key rendition of You ancfyme by 
Lifehouse. “Ow! Right in nra* 0 ^rUOh, for Chrissakes, 
I think ya should stick tolcfoncim jldve!” he advised 
teasingly, as she contused to sifl^uust to annoy him/ 
give him a earachd! i 
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“Hope I’m not interruptin anythin! ” Ina exclaim^, 
poking her head in while flashing the couplfe a silly 
grin. “How can we repay ya for helpin us/fet our home 
back? Ya know, we should thank yer<(X)fjsin Joel. He’s 
the one who proved that those papers were forged by 

n 4- <~r v t-\ r-. . t A A 71. nv/i . n r-i r. m nirmrl " CttItm i. 


that greedy bastard. Where is he anyway? ” Sylvia 
asked, anxious to thankee young lawyer. “He had 
another case an’ he was sofE&, uh...arrested for 
contempt o’ corn rt! In fact, I’m on my way to bail im out 
right now. ButS^frought I’d drop these off first.” she 

X 

i i • i i iii. 


right now. But>4;rfought I’d drop these off first.” she 
replied, flashing therCa pleased smile as she pulled out 
a stack s Mjtewspapers>and magazines from her satchel. 


& 


They all carri&dMhe same headlines on their front 
pages- House of respected billionaire raided. Millions in 


black money and falsified documents found! “Did ya do 
this...? ” the surprised rock star enquired, widening his 
eyes as he browsed through the papers. “Aye! When we 
were at his apartment yesterday, I did my own snoopin 
around...an’ I hit the jackpot! I sent in a pile of his dirty 
laundry to a reputed news agency, an’ the rest is 


history! ” she boasted. “Aww..I should give ya-a Mss, 


lass! C’mere! ” he exclaimed with a wide gj^fonul grin, 
before pulling her in for a bone-crushing hug! “That 
was one helluva hug! I’m gonna regre^jjoin any more 
favors for ya!” a red faced httr joked, once she’d 
successfully freed herself frorf^ms^mbracWLd 
tftf Fivrn O v 


THE END .. 
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Vidal D’costa is am WijM'eader, telly watcher, David 
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She lives in Goa, but daydreams about living in 
Scotland someday. When she isn’t writing, she is 
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